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family. I went to Dublin next morning. Her daughter
was with her, and no one else was allowed to see her.
The moment I did see her I knew there was no hope.
A second operation had been performed and she was
terribly ill, but brave as ever and perfectly alert
mentally. She smiled a welcome. ' You know, Eva
has been by my side ever since I came in here, and now
you are on the other side I am quite happy/ In spite
of constant sickness she continued to speak of people
and things. I felt her surroundings too hard for her,
and asked in distress why she hadn't told us before the
operation, so that we could have found a good Nursing
Home for her. She said, ' Oh, I thought nothing of the
operation, besides if the hospital is good enough for the
poor it is good enough for me.' There were about six
people in the ward, they looked poor as well as suffering.
Nothing could exceed their loving sympathy. They
would hardly speak lest they should disturb her. As I
passed in and out from the screened corner, they would
just smile and whisper an inquiry. A little old lady
who was discharged as convalescent came round the
screen to say good-bye. ' Please God I'll meet you again
in Dublin, but if not there, in Heaven, Madame dear/
As night drew on the Matron told me that they did not
think Constance would live till morning, and I might
stay with her. Outside in the rain a large and silent
crowd stood, hour after hour, praying. Inside in the
Hospital Board Room sat a group of her friends. The
Matron of the Hospital [a Protestant institution] had
lent the room to them. They were mostly Catholics.
Here, too, all were praying, hoping still, they said,
for a miracle. As I went through the hall once, some-
one thrust a little bottle of Lourdes water into my hand.
' Do take it to her,' she begged. I asked a Catholic
nurse to sprinkle it. Constance smiled her thanks to
the giver. For hours I sat there watching; Dr. Lynn,